SYNOPSIS,

Fran arrives at  Hamilton.  Gregory's
Bome |n Littieburs, but fnde bim absent
<conducting the oholr at & capip mesting,

repaltn  thither |n search of him,
laughs during the servies and is asied to
Beave, Abbott Anhton, syperintendent of
achools, cscorts Frun from the tent. He
defls her Gregory Is o wealthy man,
deeply interested In charity work, and a
pillar of the church Ashton hecomea
g’tlll}‘ Interested In Fran and while tnk-

x leaxa of her, holds her hand and Is
mean by Bapphira Clinjon. mister of Rob-

art Clinton, chalrman of the school board,
Fran tells G ry she wants n  homa
with him. G ¢ Nolr, Gregory’s private

@ecrotary, tnkes a violent dislike to' Fran
mnd pilviges hor 1o go awny at once.
¥ran hints al a twenty r-0l1 mecret,
and Qregory In agitation asks Grace to
Bemwve the room, Fran relates the story
af how Gregory married a young glrl at
FBoringlield whilkw smitending ecollegr and
Sen deserted YZWer. Fran in the child of
eat merriage, Grogory hod married his
present wile thros yvenras hefore the deith
af Fean's mother. Fran takes a liking to

Mra., drogory. Grepory  explains  that
Fran is the daughter of g vers 1 friend
who s dend. Pran agrees to the story
Mre. Gregory Insists on her making her
Tome with them aod (nkes her to he:
anrmnn, If 6 doclded that Fran must go to
wmehosl, Qrnee o i peraistent in

t ragnry's s

hinta 'hni.
Fran declares ¢

Trnee wing n

™ drive Pran e

Mru. Gregury

friendahlp, Trean is Huper-
tatendent Ashton ta ba punished  for in-
sabordination In echool, Chaleman Clin-
fon in presont The affalr onds In Fran
Teaving the schopl In company of the two
men Lo the amazement of the soandal-
mongera of the town, Abbott., while tuk-
g a walk nlone at midnight, finds Fran
on A bridge telllng Bor fortane by eards
Sha talls Abhott that whe W0 the fimons
Bon tamor, Fran Nonparell. She rired of

<ircus Ife and sought 4 home

CHAPTER Xl —Continued,

As e looked into her eyes, all aenge
of the abnormal disappeared. “f have
the Imagination, Pran,” he exclaimed
Empulsivaly, “If it is your life."

“In spite of the lions?" she' asled,
almoit sternly.

“You needn’t tell me n word," Ab
Dottt sald. T know all that one need
know it'a written in vour face, o story
of sweet innocence and brave pas
Cience,”

“But 1 want you to know.”

“Good!" he replled with a sudden
smile.  “Tell the story, then; if you

were an Odyssey, you couldn't be too
long."

“The first thing 1 remember Is wak-
ing up to feel the ear Jerked, or
atopped, or started and seeing lights
fMash past the windows—lanterns. of
the brakemen, or lamps of some 10wn,
dancing wlong the track. The sleeping
«car wias home-—the only home I knew
Al night long there was the groaning
aof the wheels, the letting off of steam,
the callg of the men. Bounder Broth:
ars bad their private train, and moth-
er and [ lived In our Pollman enr. Aft-
ar a while 1 knew that folks stared at
us becnuse we were different from oth-

“Poor Little Nonpareill”
Abbott Wistfully,

Murmured

ers. We were show-people, Then the
thing was ta look Hke you didn't know,
or dida’t ecare, how much peaople
stared.  After that, 1 found out that 1
nnd no (ather; he'd deserted mother,
and her uncle had turned her out of
doors for marrying aguinst his wishes,
and she'd have starved if It hadn't
been for the show-people”

“Dvar Fran!" whispered Abbott ten-
derly

“Mother had gone to Chicago, hoping
for a position {n some respectable of-
fice, but they didn't want a typewriter
who woan't a stenographer. It was
winter—and mother had me=I was so
1ittle nnd bad! In a cheap
fodging housy, mother got to know La

PETRIFIED FALLS IN ALGERIA

Remarkable Mineral Formatlon Which
Puzziea Sclentists Called "The
Bath of the Damned.”

‘With all the beauty of a cataract of
diving water, there I8 In Algeria a re-
sarkable petrifind waterfall which re-
«cently hgs been engaging the attention
«of sclentists, 5

This [s the Hammam-Meskhuatin,
which means “The Bath of the
Pamned,” and s located 62 miles from
«onstantine, on the site of tho anclent

Gonizettl, and she persunded mother
to walt with her for the season to open
up, then go with Bounder Brothers;
they were wintering In Chicago, It
was such a kind of life as mother had
never dreamed of, but it was more
convenient than starving, and she
thought it would give her a chance to
find father—that traveling, all over the
country. La Gonlsetti was a lon-
tamer, and that's what mother learned,
nnd those two wers the ones who
could go inside Bamson's cage. The
life was awfully hard, but she got (o
like it, and everybody was kind to us,
and money came pouring in, and she
was always hoping to run ncross a clue
to my father—and never did.”

She paused, but at the pressure of
Abbott’s sympathetic hand, she went
on with renewed courage:

“When 1 was big enough, I wore a
tiny black skirt, and a red coat with
ghiny bhuttons, and I beat the drum

In the carnival band. You ought to
have seen me—so little, . Ab-
bott, you can't imagine how litctle 1
was! We had about a dozen £mall

shows in our company, fortune-tallers,
minstrels, magle wonders, and all that
-and the band had to march from one
tent to the next, and stand out in front
and play, to get the crowd In a buneh,
80 the free exhibition could work on
their nerves, And I'd beat away, In
my red coat and there were
.'Ll\\':L}'H the strange faces, staring, star-
ing—but T was go little! Sometimes |
they would smile at me, but mether |
had tsught me never to speak to any-
pue, but to wear a glazed look ke

this—"

“How frightfully cold!™ Alibott
ghiverad. Then he laughed, and so did
Fran. They had entered Littlebure.
Ha added wickedly: “And how dread-
fully near wea are getting to your

home,"

Fran gurgled. "Wouldn't Grace Noir
Just ‘die if she could gee ys!"™

That sobered Abbott; considering
his official position, it seemed high
time for reflection,

Fran resumed abruptly. “But I ney-
er really liked It because what I want-
#d was n home—to belong to some-
body. Then I got to hating the bold
siare of people's eyes, and their fool-
ish gaplng mouthe, 1 hated belng al
wiays on exhibition with every gesture
witched, as if I'd been one of the
trajned dogs, 1 hated the publie, [
wanted to get away from the world—
clear away from everyvbody

ke T am now with you. Isn't
it great!"
"Mammoth!" Ablbott declared, wa-

tering her words with liberal imagina-
ton.

“I must talk fast, or the Gregory
house will be looming up at us,
Mother taught me all she knew, though
she hated books; she made herself
think she wns only in the show life
tiil she could muke a little more—al-

ways fust a little more—ahe really
loved it, you see. But 1 loved the
books—satudy—anything that wasn't
the show. It was kind of friendly

when ! began feeding Samson.”

"Poor little Nonparell!" murmured
Abbott wistfully,

"And often when the show wae be-
Ing unloaded, I'd be stretched out in
aur sleeper, with a school book pressed
close to the cinder-specked window,
catehing the first light. When the
mauls were pounding away at the tent-
ping, maybe 1'd hunt a sent on gome
cage, if It had been drawn up under a
tree, or maybe it'd be the ticket wag-
on, or even the stake plle—there you'd
gee me studying away for dear life,
dressed in a plain little dreas, trylng
to look Hke ordinary folks. Such a
queer lttle chap, I was—and always
trying to pretend that | wasn't!
You'd bave laughed to see me "

“Laughed at you!" erled Abbott in-
dignantly, “Indeed | shouldn't.”

"No?" exclaimed Fran, patting his
arm impulsively,

“Dear lwle wonder!™ he returned
concluslvely.

“I must tell you about one time,” she
continued gally. “We were in New
Orleans at the Mardi Gras, and I was
expected to come into the ring riding
Sameon—not the viclous old lon, but
cub-—that was long after my days of
the drum and the red coanj, bless you!
I was a llon-tamer, now, nearly (hir.
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teen yoars old, If you'll belleve me.
Welll And what was 1 saying—you
keep looking so friendly, you make me
forget myself. Goodness, Abbott, it's
#0 much fun talking to you
I've never mentloned sll thie to one
soul in this town Wall—oh,
yes; I was to have come into the ring,
riding Samson. Everybody was wait-
ing for me. The band nearly blew it-
solf black In the face. And what do
you think was the matter?”

“Did Samson balk?"

“No, It wasn't that, 1 wae lying on
the cage floor, with my head on Sam-
son—Samson the Second made such n
gorgeous and animated pillow!—and 1
was learning geology. I'd just found
out that the world wasn't made |n seyv-
en United States days, and it was
stuch surprising news that I'd forgot-
ten ull about cages and llons and Lents
—Iif you could have seen me Iying
there—if vou just could!"

"But- I ean!" Abbott declured.
“Your long black hatr is mingled with
his tawny mane, and your cheeks sre
blooming—"

"And my feet are crossed,”
Fran. ;

“"And your fest are crossed; and
those little handp hold up the book."”
Abbott swiftly sketched In the details;
“and your bosom ls rising and falllng,
and your lips are parted—Illke now—
showing perfect testh—"

“Dressed in my tights and flufly lace
and jewels,” Fran helped, “with bare
arms and stars all In my halr
But the end came to everything when
—when mother died. Her last words
were ahout my father—how she hoped
some day 1'd meet him, and tell him
she had forgiven, Mother sent me to
her half-uncle, My! but that was
mighty unpleasant!” Fran shook her
head vigorously. “He began telling |
me about how mother had done wrong
In marrying gecratly, and he threw it
up to me and I just told him <
But he's dead, now. | had to go back
to the show—there wasn't any other
place. But a few months ago I was of
age, and I came Into Uncle Ephralm's
property, because 1 was the only llv-
ing relation he hiad, so he couldn't help
my getting {t. 11l bet he's mad, now,
that he didn’t make a will! Whon he
said that mother—it don't matter what
he sald—I just walked out of his door,
that time, with my head up high like
this . Oh, goodness, we're here.”

They stood before Hamilton Greg-

eried

. | ory's silent house,

"Good nlght," Frun said hastily, “It's
& mistake 1o begin a long story on a
short rond My! Hut wasn’t that a
short road, though!"

"Sometime, you shall finish that
slory, Fran. 1 know of a road much
longer than the one we've taken—we
might try it some day, if you say so."

“I do say eo. What road s 1t?"

Abbott had spoken of a long road
without definite purpose, yel there was
a glimmering percegtion of the reality,
a8 he showed by saying tremulously:

"“This is the beginnlng of it—"

He bent down, as If to take her in
his arms,

But Fran drew back, perhaps with a
blush that the darkness concealed, coer-
tainly with a little faugh. “I'm afraid
I'd get lost on that romd,” she mur-
mured, “for 1 don't believe you know
the way very well, yourself,"

She sped lightly to the house, un-
locked the door, and vanished,

CHAPTER XI1,
Grace Captures the Outposts,

Tha next evening there was cholr
practice at the Walnut Street church.
Abbott Ashton, hesltating to make his
nightly plunge into the dust-clouds of
learning, paused in the vestibule to
take a peep at Grace, He knew she
never missed n cholr  practice, for
though she could neither sing nor play
the organ, she thought It her duty to
et an example of regular attendnnee
that might be the means of bringing
those who could do one or the other,

Abbott was not disappointed: but he
was surprised to see Mrs, Jefferson in
her wheel-chalr at the end of the pew
occupled by the secretary, whila be-
tween them sat Mra, Gregory. His sur-
prise became astonlshment on diseoy-
ering Fran and Simon Jefferson in the
choir loft, slyly whispering and nit-
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bling candy, with the air of soldiers off

duty—for the choir wus in the throses

of a solo. 1
Abbott, as Af hypnotized by what he

.| had seen, slowly entered the auditork

um. Fran's keen eye¢s discovered him,
and her face showed elfish mischisl,
Grace, following Fran's eyes, found
the cange of theodd =mile, and beck-
oned to Abbott. Hamilton Grogory,
following Grace's glance—for he saw
no ons but her at the practices; sinoe
ghe inspired him with deepest fervor—
felt suddenly as if he had lost some
thing; he had often experienced the
same sensation on seeing Grace ap
proached by some unattached gentle
min,

Grace motioned to Abbott to sit be
side her, with & concentration of st
tention that showed her purposa of
reaching a 'definite gonl unsuspected
by the other.

“I'm 50 glad Fran hns taken a place
in the choir,” Abbott whispered to
Grace, “And look al Simon Jeflerson
—wlio'd have thought it!"

Grace looked at Simon Jefferson;
she also lopked at Fran, but her com:
pressed lips and ‘reproving eye ex.
pressed none of Abbott's gladness,
However, she responded with—"I am
g0 glad you are here, Professor Ash-
ton, for I'm in trouble, and 1 can't de-
cide which way it fa my duty to turn.
Will you help me? 1 am golng to
trust you—It is a matter relating to Mr.
Gregory.”

Abbott was pleaged that she should
think him competent (o ndvise her re-
apecting her duty: at the same time
he regretted that her confidence re
lated to Mr. Gregory.

“Professor Ashton,"” she said softly,
“does my position as hired secretary
to Mr. Gregory carry with it the obli
gatlon to warn him of any misconduct
in his household ?"

The solo was dying away, and, aweat
and low, it fell from heaven like man-
na upon his soul, blending divinely
with the secretary's volee, Her ex-
pression “"hired" sounded like a tragle
note—to think of one so beautiful, so
meek, so surrounded by mellow Lymn:
notes, being hired!

“You hesitate to advise me, before
you know all," she sald, “and you are
right. In a moment the cholir will be
singing louder, and we can all talk to-
gether. Mrs, Gregory ghould be con-
sulted, too."

Grace, consclous of doing all that
one could In consulting Mrs. Gregory,
"“too,” looked toward the choir loft,
mnd smiled into Hamilton Gregory's
eyes, How his baton, inspired by that
smile, cut magie runes in the alr!

“Mrs. Gregory,” Grace sald In a low
voice, "l suppose Professor Ashion I8
#0 surprised at seeing you In church—
it has been more than flve mounths,
hasn't 1t? that I"'m afraid he
isn't thinking about what I'm saying

Mrs, Gregory could not help feellng
in the way, because her husband
seemed to share Grace's feeling. In
stinctively she turned to her.mother
and laid her hond on the invalid's
Aarm.

“They ain't bothering me, Lucy,"
gald the old lady, alertly. *I can't
hear thelr nolse, and when 1 shut my
eyes 1 can't see thelr motlons,”

“I have something'to tell you both,"
Grace eaid solemnly. “Last night, I
conldn't sleep, and that made mo sen-
sitive to nolees, I thought 1 heard
soma one slipping from the house just
as the clock struck half-past eleven, It
seemed Incredible, for I knew if It
were anyone, It was that Fran, and |
dldn't think-even she would do that"

It was as if Abbott had suddenly
ralsed & window In a raw wind, His
temperature descended. The other's
mannper of saylng “That Fran!" ob
scured his glass of the future.

Mrs, Gregory sald quickly, “Fran
leave the house at half-past eleyen?
Impogsible.”

“How do you know,” Abbott asked,
“that Fran left the house at such a
time of the night?" ‘The question was
unfair slnce it suggested denial, but
his feeling for Fran seemed to call fgr
unfalruess to Grace,

“T will tell you," Grace respondad,
with the distinctness of one In power.
“At the time, 1 told myself that even
Fran would not do that. But, a long
time afterward, 1 heard another sound,

from the yard, [ went to my window.
1 looked out. The moon was bright,
but there was & very dark ghadow
about the front gate. .1 heard voices.
One was that of Fran. The other was
the voice of —" her tane vibrated in its
intensity—"the volce of & man!™

“It was pot Fran's volee,"
Gregory declared earnestly.

“What man was it?
quired, rather resentfully.

“l do not know. I wish now, that 1
had ealled out,” responded Grace, pay-
ing no heed to Mrs. Gregory. “That la,
where I made my mistake. Tho man
got away. Fran came running into
tho houss, and closed the door as soft-
ly as she could—after she'd uniogked
it from the outside! I concluded it
would be best to walt till morning, be-
fore I sald a word. BSo this moming,
before brealkfast, I strolled in the yard,
trying to decide what 1 hed befter do.
I went to the gate, and there on the
grass—what do you suppose I found?”

Abbott was bewildered. Mrs. Greg-
ory listened, pale with apprehension.

"It was a card,” Grace sald, with
awlul elgnificance, “a gambling card!
As long as 1 have lived in the house,
nobody ever dared to bring a card
thera. Mrs, Gregory will tell you the
same, But that Fran, She
had been playlng cards out there at
midnight—and with a man!"

“I eannot think so,” sald Mrs. Greg-
ory firmly.

“After making up my mind what to
do,” continued Grace evenly, I took
her aside, 1 told her what [ had seen
and heard. 1 gave her back her card.
But how can wa bo sure she will not
do it again? That Ig what troubles me,
Oughtn't T to tell Mr. Gregory, 80 &
scandal ean be avolded?”

Abbott looked blankly at Fran, who
was singing with all her might. She
canght his look, and closed her eyes,
Abbot asked weakly: “What did she
say "

Grace answered: "SBhe denled it, of
course—sald she hadn't been playing
cards - with anybody, hadn't dropped
the ecard I found, and wouldn't even ad-
mit that she'd been with a man, 1f I
tell Mr, Oregory about her playing
cards with & man at that hour, I don’t
belleve he will think he ought to keep
her longer, even If she does clalm to
be bis friend's daughter.”

“But you tell us,” Mra. Gregory in-
terposed swiftly, “that she said she
hadn't been playing cards,”

“S8he eald!" Grace echoed unpleas-
antly, "she gald!"

“That card you found,” began Ab-

Mrs,
Abbott in-

Russian Sovereign Has Many
PMt_o House Treasures.

In Fact, So Numerous Are They That
the Emperor ia a Stranger to
Many of Them—Nicholas
Has Very Simple Taste.

London.—It s only fitting that a
soverelgn who rules & territory 70
times as large &8 the Britlsh fales,
whose annual revenue is counted in
millions, and whose splendor and
power are so great that in the slmple
minds of his moujik subJects he Is “a
cousin of God himsell,” should have
palaces in plenty to house his magnlf-
cence, And the autocrat of all the Rus
alas, If he were much more exacting
than he is, could mcarcely resist &
foeling of pride as he contemplates
the number of palaces in his name,
eaph of which is full of treasures such
as Croesus himself might envy, re-

In One of the Czar's Palaces.

marks the London Weekly Telegraph.

So many are hig stately pleasure
houses that some are less known Lo
him than to the strunger who Is per-
mitted to explors them with eyes of
wonder. There are, It s said, hun-
dreds of rooms into which his auguat
feel have never entered, and there are
countless treasures of art which he
would not recognize as his own,

Nor can we wonder that this should
ba 8o when we consider that in and
around St. Petersburg alone there are
a dozen imperial houses, one of which
Is large enough to give luxurious lodg-
ing to many thousands of guesta; and
that the Kremlin ot Moscow Is a small
"gity of palaces," to find a parallel to
which wa should hava to imagine
Windsor castle, Buckingham palace
and the Tower of London [liclosed
with the same wall. ' 1

The Winter palnce, which stretches
its long {mposing front on the bank
of the Neva at St. Petersburg, fronted
and supportéd by massive columns
and crowned through all its length by
beautiful statuary, has alone more than
ample accommodation for every
branch of the fmperial family (forty
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It Was as If Abbott Had Suddenly
Ralsed a Window In a Raw Wind.

bott guiltlly, “was It the king of
hearts?" Possibly he had dropped it
from his pocket when leaning over the
gates to— But why bad he leaned over
the gate?

Grace coldly answered, "I do not
know one card from another.”

“Let me try to describe it”

“I hope you cannot describe the card
I found,” sald Grace, the presentiment
that she was on the eve of dlscoveries
giving her eyes a starlike directness.

“I suspect 1 dropped that card over
the fenpce,” he confessed, “for I had
the king of hearts, and last night,
about that time 1 was standing at the
ut!—"

(TO BE CONTINUED,)

Many centuries nave, of course, gone
to the making of the doposits, and the
springs were well known to the an-
clent Romans, The name Hommang-
Meskhutin was given to the stone
catarnct In an allusion to a legend
that the waterfall was petrified by
Allah, punishing the implety of unbe
llavers by turning all the membars of
a tribe Into atome. At night, so the
slory runs, fts stone dwellers of the
remote past are fresd from thair
strange fetters, come to life and re-
sume thelr norrial ‘Whapes.

ey

| boen knowa the world ovir, and al

Henry 1. to Count Lubienski Boden
ham, who died last year. The superb
paneling—Ellzabethan, Jacobean and
Queen Anne—of thirteen of the apart-
ments I8 _now to be taken to New
York. Rotherwas {s mentioned In
Domeaday Book.—London Globe.

Age and Celebrity,

“In a few days." says a letter in a
Vienna paper, “Adelina Patti, born in
Madrid of italian parents, will reach
the age of seventy. Since her seventh
years, when she msde her first appear.
anco on the concert state, she has

though she Iy now the Baroness Ceder.
atrom we know her still as Pattl. Bhe
was only a little girl when, in 1859,

.| sl nppeared In ‘Lucin 4l Lammer

moor,' and as Rosina In "The Barber,
but she never, In the course of h

" o

o .

HAD NO DELUSIONS AT ALL
Sweet Angelina Did Not Give the
Sweet Response Henry 8o An
(dently Expected.

Love's young dream s Indesd a
beautiful thing. Sweet Angelina and
Henry thougnt 1t hardly possible such
blies could be theirm s they mat on
the river bank in tho cool of an Aug

ust evening.

They met only at week-encs, for
| e Was & toller in the oity, and he
found It cheaper to lodge near his
work, o .

anxiously waitlng Wor the sweet re-
ply that he felt sure must be hovering
on those preity lips. 3

“Its—it's. for your clean clothes,

fan’t 112" she queried softly,
—
Turkish Slaves.

Abdul Hamid's view that the slave
In n Turkish househiold is much better
off than & servant girl {s fully support.
@d by Mr. Duckett Ferrlman in
key and the Turks”

In number and dowered with estates
2,000,000 ncres larger than Secotlund),
with their armies of servants and at-
tendants. And the interior of this
vast plle Is even more Impressive than
its dimensiona,

Thae chief glory of Peterhof, & few
miles from St Petersburg, are the glo-
rioua gardens with fountalns that
tival, if they do not eclipse, those at
Vergallles. In the park of Tsarkoe-
Helo stands 'the Alexander Schloss, a
smaller palace, but crowded from
basement to ceiling with artleles of
bljouterie, gathered from all the cor-
ners of the earth, with paintings by
the greatest artists of Russia, and a
gingularly fine collection of models,
chigfly military. This palace has seen
the cradling of more than one of the
children of the present czar,

When Nicholas wishes to escape
still more from the world of pomp and
ceremonial, he finds an ideal refuge in
his castle at Spala, |n Russian Poland,
hidden away In the heart of a vast for-
est. This has been a favorite retreat
of many a czar; for hers, If anywhere,
it Is possible to shake off the burden
of slate and to lead the simple life of
a country gentleman, with the best of
sport to make the days pass pleasant-
lys Here, as at Livadia, a charming
country home among the Crimean
vineyards, the emperor and empress
have ppent many of their happlest
hours together, renewing the days of
thelr woolng in England amid the
peaceful scenery of the Thames, Heré,
paddling In lttle wherries, pulling up
backwaters, the futura ruler of a hun-
dred and more millions humbly
pressed his sult. He was so happy and
contented In this rustic retreat that
he rejected all offers to amusa him.

WOMAN IS CURED AT LOURDES

After Communlion Before Grotto and
Throws Crutches Away—Causes
Sensation.

Parls—Another cure Ia reported |

from Lourdes, :
Madeline Luplae, thirtyfive y

old, of Toulouss, who was suffering |

from paralysls, recovered suddenly
communion before the grotto.

s | emlnodthauuqﬂllfhﬂlg: '

crutches, walked

‘some time, and throwl: y her 8
] ] ;
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high fence bullt on an 1 A
The pears welgh from eight to twelve
ounces each. "\

A CLERGYMAN'S TESTIMONY.

The Rev, Edmund Heslop of Wig- é
ton, Pa., suffered from Dropsy for a
yoar. Hig limbs and fest were swol-
len and puffed, He had heart futter-

. ing, wns dizsy
and exhausted at
the least exer-
tlon. Hands and
feet were cold
and he had such
a dragging sensa
tion across the
loins that it was
dificult to mowve,

After uslng &
Rev. B. Heslop. boxes of Dodds

| | Kidney Pills the swelling dlsappear-

€d and he felt himself again. He says
ho has been benefited and blessed by
the use of Dodds Kidney Pills, Sev-

| | eral months later he wrote: 1 have

not changed niy faith In your remedy
since the above statemont was anthor-
fzed. Correspond with Rev, B. Hes-
lop about thig wonderful remedy,

Dodds Kidney Pills, 60c, per box at .
vour denler or Dodds Medicine Co.,
Buffalo, N, ¥. Write for Household
Hints, also musle of Natlonal Anthem
(English and German words) and re-
ofpes for dafnty dishes, All § sent frea,
Adv. .

Modern Ladies.

Bishop Blougram waa laughing In
Denver over the servant girl's defini-
tlon of a lady as one who s dyed
and painted and powdered, wears din-
monds and smells of Turkish tobacco, \
champaign and motor oil. -

“Thete must be some truth in that
definition, or at least In part of {t"”
he sald. “1 was walking the other
day, when I came upon a little boy
smoking & clgaretig)

“‘Goodness, Willle,! I gald, ‘what
would your mother say If ghe saw you
smoking cigarettes like that?™

“‘Bhe'd raise Cain' Willle an-
swered. ‘They’re out of her best box.'™

Important to Mothers
Examine carefully every bottle of
CABTORIA, a gale and sure remedy for
infants and children, and see that it
Hears the
Blgnature of
In Use For Over 30 Years.

Children Cry for Flstcher’s Castoria

Then He Pulled Him Out.

Chancellor David Lloyd-George, one
of the best known figures in England,
tells thia story at hls own expense:
“A man saved somse one from drown.
Ing and was given a public testimoni-
al. When, after the mayor had sung
the man's pralses, he was called upon
to reply, he eald: “Really, I have
done nothing to deservae this reward.
I saw the man struggling in the water,
and a8 no one else was near by I gaw
he would be drowned if 1 didn't save
him. So I jumped in, swam to him,
turned him oyer to see that it wasn't
Lloyd-George, and then pulled him
out.” " |

Rising In His Profession,

“How 18 yolir son getting along—I
mean the mueical one, who went to
New York city to seek hig fortune?”
agked the villagh parson at Hohokus
of one of his parishloners, a widowed
mother of a family of boys.

"Fine, sir, thank you,” replied the
old dame, “1 had a postal card from
him sayln' as how he {8 conductin’
now'll

“Indeed, that {s excellent news. And
what band Is he conducting?”

“He didn't say, sir, excepl that it'a
on the Belt Line, somewhere around
the river front."

Boon for Theaters,

“l have invented a mew chalr for
the theater.” -

“Well, what [s its particular mer
e ' ' (ICT

“0h, you just touch a button, and
It ginks through the fioor to the smok-
ing room below."

"For whom 18 it intended ™

“The fellow who leaves his seat in
the middle of a row at the end of
each act.”

o

FAMILY OF FIVE ;
All Drank Coffee From Infancy.
It is & common thing fn this country
to see whole families growing up with
nervous systems woeanliened by coffee
drinking. _
That Is because many, parents do
not realize that coffes contains a drug
—ocaffelne—which causes the trouble.

and were advised to quit coffee. We ¥
dldlnn:d“ l.pu:!'n;gﬁ. We -
now are me e .
are entirely relieved of heart mtm




